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That fire-tongued witch of Shrewsbury spake once

truth

Who told me all those quaint foul merry tales
Of our dear sister that at her desire
I writ to give her word of, and at thine
Withheld and put the letter in thine hand
To bum as was thy counsel ? for my part,
How loud she liecl soever in the charge
That for adultery taxed me with her lord
And being disproved before the council heie
Brought on their knees to give themselves thp lie
Her and her sons by that first lord of four
That took in turn this hell-mouthed hag to wife
And got her kind upon her, yet in this
I do believe she lied not more than I
Reporting her by record, how she said
What infinite times had Leicester and his queen
Plucked all the fruitless fruit of baffled love
That being contracted privily they might,
With what large gust of fierce and foiled desiie
This votaress crowned, whose vow could no man

break,

Since God whose hand shuts up the unkindly womb
Had sealed it on her body, man by man
Would course her kindless lovers, and in quest
Pursue them hungering as a hound in heat,
Full on the fiery scent and slot of lust,
That men took shame and laughed and marvelled;

one,
Her chamberlain, so hotly would she trace